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Upon coming to the edge of the outer surf the man
at the stern of our boat, steering with a long oar began
to stamp with his feet and roar like a Bedlamite, the
rowers joining in the hideous yell, pulling with all their
might, all together frequently crying, " Yalee! Yalee!
Yalee ! " Before I knew where we had got to, I
was astonished to see a prodigious curling white foam
following within a foot of our boat's stern, about which I
found the people were perfectly indifferent, and Captain
Waddell informed me that was the outer surf which wre
had safely passed. In like manner we went in with the
second and third, reaching the beach with scarce a sprink-
ling, and we heard from many bystanders that the surf
was uncommonly low. The Catamaran people followed us,
begging money for attending us, which I gave them with
pleasure, heartily rejoiced at being clear of Madras surf.
Upon jumping out of the boat I sunk up to my ankle in a
burning sand, the effect of which I never can forget.

Upon the Captain's landing he was saluted with nine
guns from the Fort according to custom in those days.
We were then conducted by the Dubash to a very hand-
some house in Fort St. George, which had been taken by
Captain Richardson for himself and our Commander pur-
suant to an agreement between them previous to leaving
England. Here at one o'clock we sat down to an admirable
good dinner, and were vastly comfortable, Captain Waddell
promising to introduce me to Governor Bourchier the
following morning, for whom I had several letters, as I
likewise had to General Richard Smith, the Commander in
Chief, Sir Robert Fletcher, Mr. Du Pre, first in Council, Mr.
Ardley, Mr. Dawson (both also Members of Council), and
many other gentlemen high in the service. With Mr.
Dawson I expected to reside, he having married Miss
Charlton, who, as well as a brother of hers, Francis Charl-
ton, had been fitted out and sent to India entirely at my
father's cost. Mrs. Dawson died about six months prior
to my arrival at Madras to the great grief of her disconso-
late husband. These Charltons were the children of a much